PYLONS

THE BRIDGE

THERE is peace found at the town's end
Where the Roman bridge spans the stream.
Beneath the stunted willows rushes bend
Swaying above the shallows where scales gleam;
The silver fish there, darting over stones,
A sudden brightness to the waters lend.
The bridge outlives its builder's mouldered bones:
There is peace found at the town's end.
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PYLONS

OVER the tree'd upland evenly striding,

One after one they lift their serious shapes             10

That ring with light.   The statement of their steel

Contradicts Nature's softer architecture.

Earth will not accept them as it accepts

A wall, a plough, a church so coloured of earth

It might be some experiment of the soil's.

Yet are they outposts of the trekking future.

Into the thatch-hung consciousness of hamlets

They blaze new thoughts, new habits.

Traditions

Are being trod down like flowers dropped by chil-
dren.

Already that farm-boy striding and throwing seed 20
In the shoulder-hinged half-circle Millet knew.
Looks grey with antiquity as his dead forbears,
A half familiar figure out of the Georgics,
Unheeded by these new-world, rational towers.
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